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My pulses therefore beat again
For other friends that once I met;
Nor can it suit me to forget
The mighty hopes that make us men.
I woo your love : I count it crime
To mourn for any overmuch;
I, the divided half of such
A friendship as had mastered Time;
Which masters Time indeed, and is
Eternal, separate from fears.
The all-assuming months and years
Can take no part away from this:
But Summer on the steaming floods,
And Spring that swells the narrow brooks,
And Autumn, with a noise of rooks.
That gather in the waning woods,
And every pulse of wind and wave
Recalls., in change of light or gloom,
My old affection of the tomb,
And my prime passion in the grave:
My old affection of the tomb,
A part of stillness, yearns to speak ;
e Arise, and get thee forth and seek
A friendship for the years to come.
I watch thee from the quiet shore ;
Thy spirit up to mine can reach;
But in dear words of human speech
We two communicate no more/
And I, 'Can clouds of nature stain
The starry clearness of the free ?
How is it ?   Canst thou feel for me
Some painless sympathy with pain ?